INTRODUCTION
WHEN it was suggested to me that I should publish an
omnibus volume containing seven of the most re-
presentative of my works, J stepped, for an instant, into
eminent old age, and, smiling quavcringly across the
years at irresponsible youngsters ploughing through my
musty old plays, I thanked God that the hurly-burly was
over. I could now retire in peace to my dim library and
mellowing Kentish garden, and there, with my memories
as sole companions, dream away the end of my days,
A little of my old fire returned to me in course of the
ensuing argument as to which mre the most representa-
tive of my works, and with senile obstinacy, I insisted
upon the following. The Vortex^ Ha}1 Fever, Bitter
Swet, Private Liws, Ptf.tf Mortem* Cavalcade, and Design
for Lfoing. These seem to me to be the most successfully
experimental among my output of the last ten years.
I find it very interesting nowadays, now that I have
ortunately achieved a definite publicity value, to read
criticisms and analyses of my plays written by people of
whom I have never heard and whom I have certainly
never seen, and who appear to have an insatiable passion
for labelling everything with a motive* They search
busily behind the simplest of my phrases, like* old ladies
peering tinder the bed for burglars, and are not content
until they have unearthed some definite, and usually
quite inaccurate, reason for my saying this or that. This
strange mania I can only suppose is the distinctive
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